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* * *

><p>For all everyone knew, Tsunayoshi was Dame-Tsuna; unable to complete a single task without utter failure and humiliation. In academics, he ranked the lowest of the low; being dead last for everything. He didn't even have the skills to back up his horrible grades. From basketball to baseball, he was inept at succeeding in any athletic activity.<p>

No one knew of his bottled up - _true_ - emotions. No one noticed the Sawada family for what they truly were. Their hidden truths, pains, and _false_ past. Unable to see past walls of lies, no one knew how dysfunctional of a family they were. And mostly, no one knew of who Tsunayoshi _truly _was.

Those who had first learned of the truth are unable to pass the tale.

It had all started with the return of Sawada Iemitsu who returned home after years of absence.

Tsunayoshi ignored the additional presence of Iemitsu. He simply continued to live on in the endless cycle called life.

... Or so everyone believed.

"Tsu-kun! Dinner is ready! Papa is waiting for you!"

The homely voice of Nana resounded from the first floor, carrying up to the upper level.

"Coming, mom!"

Tsunayoshi clenched his first, nails digging harshly into his palms, creating crescent shaped wounds where blood slowly oozed from. It wasn't him who had replied. It was his brother, Sawada Ietsuna. To everyone else, Ietsuna was the epitome of perfection - the pinnacle of what everyone strived to be in their fantasies.

Dubbed as the school prince of Nanimori Middle, Ietsuna was the student council president and the captain of the basketball team. Ranking the highest of all students, he also aced every test and was the biggest heart throb around the city. He contained all the qualities of a perfect child that every parent could only pray upon a shooting star for.

Silently tip-toeing through across the floor boards, Tsunayoshi stood upon the top of the stairwell. He grinded his teeth as he glared at the scene playing in front of his eyes. It was the scene of a picture perfect family - without _him_.

The family - _once again **without **__you_, his mind taunted - sat the dinner table, happily chatting away, blissfully ignorant of the brunet's presence.

Claiming to have returned home for vacation, Iemitsu, his supposed father, immediately went to doting on Ietsuna, ignoring Tsunayoshi's existence completely. His... _mother _joined along, cooing as she relayed all of the great achievements _her precious Tsu-kun_ had done in Iemitsu's absence. His twin - _his _**_younger_**_ twin_, his mind supplied - was smiling, basking in all the attention of his family. No one had bothered to spare a moment to speak to him.

It was always like this for as long as he could remember. He didn't exist in the eyes of his family. He was a _mistake_. A mistake meant to be cast off like an entity. From his abysmal grades and lack of innate talents, his parents choose the easy path - to ignore him. They choose to blissfully pretend they had only one son rather than a _pair of twins_. To them, he was no more than a stranger; a slave who was brutally whipped and punished for dissatisfactory work or disobeying.

Tearing his eyes from his... caretakers, Tsunayoshi receded back into the confines of his bedroom. The door slammed shut behind him and he wondered if Nana and Iemitsu would scold him for mishandling of property. However a small voice in the far deep corners of his mind whispered to him, "_They wouldn't notice. They are too busy indulging on their happiness with __**their** **sweet little precious Tsu-kun**__. Enjoying everything _**_without you_**_._"

Tsunayoshi wanted to spit in disgust at that word - happiness. He knew the word's meaning meaning but that didn't mean he understood what happiness felt like. Day after day, he lived in suffering and fear. To everyone - even his own_ family _- he was filth meant to stepped on, to raise another's non-existent dignity and status. Each and everyday, he would flee into hiding, hatred steadily accumulating in his heart which had never learned happiness nor love. For every kick and punch, he bit back the pain, willing himself to imagine inflicting pain... onto each and every single one of those bastards that have ever laid their hands on him.

Having gotten lost while wandering in his thoughts, Tsunayoshi groaned as he stared as the bold red numbers glaring back at him in return. It was already 3:27 AM and he was struggling to lull himself into sleep. Venting his frustration, he tried punching his pillow. He clenched his right arm in pain as he realized it was stilled bandaged underneath his sleepwear. Lifting up his sleeves, light blue poked out from underneath the carefully placed layers of bandages.

Little less than three days ago, he had returned home bloodied and bruised from another case of bullying. Regardless of his injured state, Nana had pulled him and ushered him into the kitchen, ordering him to a feast for dinner in celebration of her beloved husband's return as she set off from the house with Ietsuna to commemorate his win in a basketball tournament.

Restless and unable to sleep, Tsunayoshi dragged himself from the comfort of his bed and down into the kitchen. He shuffled around the darkness of the kitchen, grabbing a glass and a water pitcher. Tilting the picture, the water flowed into the cup. Placing down the pitcher of water, he gulped down the water, soothing the dryness in his throat.

From the corner of his sight, his eyes were drawn in by a glint of light. He blinked as he walked towards the light to find an open drawer. Looking through the crack of the storage compartment, he found the moonlight reflecting off the surface of a knife. In memorization, he picked up the carving knife and gently ran a finger across the metallic surface. The slim black handle fit snugly in his grasp. He waved the knife in smooth and fluid motions, the air serving to be a canvas for the blade.

As the knife flew in the air, Tsunayoshi caught a glimpse of his reflection. A cord seemed to have been struck as a grin stretched onto his face.

Steadily and cautiously, Tsunayoshi made way up the staircase. He carefully walked across, unhurried and patiently, and heedful of not making the wood creak underneath his weight. Knife securely in his right hand, he gradually twisted the door knob. Once the gap was open far enough, he walked in, the door locking shut behind him with an inaudible click.

Tsunayoshi grinned at the prone and peaceful form lying atop the bed. There was nothing to stop him. Hewouldn't be able to resist against him in that state. _But_ ... - his mind grumbled, rather akin to the whining of a young child - ..._it wouldn't be fun now... would it?_

Reminiscent of the Cheshire Cat, the smile on Tsunayoshi's face stretched even further.

"Ie-tsu-na~"

The recipient groaned, shifting in his sleep.

Tsunayoshi smiled wickedly at his twin, raising his volume slightly higher. "Wake up, Ietsuna~"

Twin orbs of azure blinked before seeing a dark shadow hovering over him. Pulling off his covers, Ietsuna stared at the other occupant of the room.

"Da- ...me... Tsu- ...na...?"

Ietsuna cowered, leaning back towards his bed, _away_ from Tsunayoshi. Ietsuna shuddered at the crazed look Tsunayoshi was expressing, eyes glowing eerily orange in the darkness of the room, curtains closed tightly shut with only slivers of moonlight breaking through.

Tsunayoshi smiled in return. "Is something the problem... **_m y_** d **e** a _r_ **l** _**i**_ t **t** _l_ e b r **o** t _h_ **e _r _**?"

Ietsuna's throat constricted as orange flames violently whipped in the air, dancing around the form of Tsunayoshi. In his fear induced state, he finally noticed the blade present, glinting ominously in Tsunayoshi's clutch. Fright grasped his body as no words escaped past his lips.

Tsunayoshi tilted his head to the side, curiosity and worry shinning in his eyes. "**_I_** _e_ **t**_ s_ **_u_ n** _a_ , y _o __**u** _ c **a** n **_t_** e _l_ _l y o **u** r o _l_** d** e r _ ** b** r _o_ t _h_ _e_ **r** **a** n _y_**_ t _h** i**_ n_** _g_ ."

Receiving silence in return, the flames continued to lash out, ever more violently before, licking the skin of Ietsuna. Ietsuna scampered backwards before colliding against the surface of the wall, whimpering in true fear against Tsunayoshi, the same Tsunayoshi whom he believed to be the most worthless on Earth.

Amusement flickered through Tsunayoshi's eyes as his lips curved _a bit too_ upwards and stretched _a bit too_ far. "**_Y_** _o_ **u** k _n_ o _**w** _**i** t _**'** __s _**i _m_** p _o_ l **_i_** _t _**e** n **_o_** t **t** o _r_ e** _s_** _p_ o **n** d . _W _**h _e_** r _**e** _ _a_ **_r_ e y** _o_ _**u** _r **_m_** a _n __n _e **r _s_ **? I **n** _e _**_e _**_d_ t **o** t _e_ **_a _**c _h _**_y_** o u i _**t** _ s **_e_ e** m _s_ ."

Tsunayoshi inched closer towards the edge of the bed as the carving knife was gradually raised higher. Ietsuna shrinked into the bed sheets, willing the wall and bed covers to envelop him as the orange flames burned brightly, trapping him in a cage of fire. He gasped in shock as Tsunayoshi charged at him, thrusting the tip of the metal object into skin.

Tsunayoshi smiled in triumph, happily witnessing his brother wither away in pain. Grabbing the hilt, he ripped the blade away as Ietsuna clutched his stomach in agony, blood staining his hands. In his frenzied haze, Tsunayoshi was unaware of the flames wrapping around him, twisting to his desires and wishes. The flames materialized and gripped onto Ietsuna, nailing him into place despite his resistances and pitiful struggling.

Tsunayoshi felt gleeful as he repeatedly stabbed Ietsuna, ramming the blade far and deep. Far in the depth of his mind, he idly wondered if this is what happiness felt like. He felt intoxicated, giddy as he continued impaling the metal through flesh.

The flames once again solidified, this time around Ietsuna's mouth to muffle his screams. However, a scream finally tore from his lips as the blade was suddenly plunged in deeper, sinking into chest, puncturing a lung. The pain holler echoes throughout the house. Two pairs of footsteps shuffled through the house, increasing in volume as they neared Ietsuna's room.

Tsunayoshi yanked the knife from Ietsuna's chest, blue eyes dimming into darkness. Tsunayoshi giggled in delight, seeing the life drain from those eyes he despised.

His laughter halted as the door was repetitively banged on. He narrowed his eyes as the door was forcefully knocked off its hinges. Two gasp echoed in the stillness of the room.

Iemitsu and Nana had awoken from surprise, hearing a scream vibrating through the house. The couple ran up the stairs and stood in front of Ietsuna's door, trying to twist open the doorknob. When the door proved to be locked, Iemitsu scooted his wife back as he kicked down the door. Their eyes widened in horror, limply staring at the scene displayed in front of them. On the bed of the room, Ietsuna laid bloodied on his bed, drowning in a sea of crimson, breath ragged as he held onto his stomach. In the middle of the room was a brunet, crazed orange eyes gleaming in their direction, holding a knife smeared with remnants of dried blood.

Iemitsu recognized the orange flames, swishing around the brunet. He couldn't mistake them at all; they were sky flames, the rarest attribute of the Flames of the Sky.

By his side, Nana shivered in fright. Was that Tsunayoshi? The weak brunet that couldn't stand up for himself?

Tsunayoshi approached them one step at a time with a gentle smile as madness kept itself latched onto his eyes.

"**W** o _u_ **_l _**d **y** _o_ _**u** _l _i_ **_k _**e **t** _o _**j** o**_ i_** n _t_** _h _**i _s _ _l_ **_e_** s **_s _**o _n_ t **_o_** _o_ ? "

* * *

><p><em>Today, Sawada Iemitsu, Sawada Nana, and Sawada Ienari were found dead. Police have confirmed they had all died a week prior to their finding. Their eldest child, Sawada Tsunayoshi, is currently missing and searches have been established.<em>

* * *

><p><strong>AN: Much questions as to why I wrote this. I was only trying to write a R27 story! How did it go from R27 to this?! The wondrous and allusive workings of my mind. **


End file.
